children's wounds, there were so many of them, he worked single-
handed, and now came this interruption. But Zherebzov had no
intention to cease from his work. He finished bandaging the leg,
handed the baby over to its mother, rapped out 'next', held out his
hairy arms for a tiny girl, her face all caked with blood, and snapped at
Frossia:

'Get down on the floor, hold her,' he added. 'Millet can wait. This
job is urgent.5

Frossia held the child, and hoped her arms were not shaking too
much. The man's rough calloused hands seized a sponge, washed off
the blood, and he stared at a deep oblong wound across the tiny fore-
head. He stared for a mere second, then snatched at some cottonwool,
dipped it in a bottle, smeared the gash, swathed the head with gauze,
and rapped out again: 'Next------*

Frossia shivered. The smell on the landing gave her nausea. Her
arms were numb but, fascinated, she watched the man. He was brusque,
almost unfeeling, he handled the children as though they were so many
parcels ready for the post, yet she knew that for him those parcels were
the most important things in the world, and she almost forgot her
message and the hungry people in the dim hall.

After about an hour the last wound was dressed. Zherebzov got up
and led the way to an equally dirty room. He held the candle high.
Frossia could see mounds of sacks strewing the floor. He pulled at one
of them. 'There is the millet. Enough for two hundred or more. Do
you think you could carry it?'

'Yes,' said Frossia, but she never knew how she succeeded in hauling
it down one staircase and up another and into the hall. There she was
met by wild abuse. The sack was pulled off her shoulders. The two
cooks, ladles upraised in their hands, rushed towards her, and for a
second Frossia thought they meant to strike her.

'You have been nearly two hours,' they screamed at her, 'nearly two
hours!'

She ran away. She found a comparatively quiet corner of the yard,
and slept, her coat folded round her. Towards dawn the wind slack-
ened, and soft rain patterned the gloomy scene. In murky grey light she
saw Nikita coming towards her.

'Well, I am glad to see you. Take these gum-boots. We have a boat
in the Twenty-Sixth Line. Do you know anything about first aid?'

'A little/
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